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0  face, face more shining than gold thrice refined,
Happy he who always is with thee.

The head illustrious, the chin, the neck so beautiful.
The hands of gold, that banish poverty.

The breast, the legs, the feet, all laudable,1
All shining forth in beauty and in strength.

The latest wife of the king, Luitgard, has eight
pretty lines devoted to her, after an inauspicious
opening address to " the fair virago, Luitgard"
This dates the poem before 801, in which year
Luitgard died at Tours, The tower of St. Martinis,
now called the tower of Charlemagne, was raised
over her tomb.2

Alcuin was evidently a very prominent figure at
courts keeping things alive* by his knowledge and
wit and subtleties.
And Elaceus too is there, the glory of our poets,

Who pours forth many things in lyric foot.
An able sophist, a poet, too, melodious,

Able in mind and able in practice alike.
He brings forth pipus lessons from Holy Writ,

And solves the puzzles of numbers with favouring jest.
He puts an easy question now, and then a hard;

Of this world now, then of the world above.
The king alone, of many that fain would,

Can solve the skilful puzzles ITlaccus sets.

There was evidently no standing ill-feeling
against the Abbat of St. Martin's on the part of
the Bishop of Orleans.

1  The character of the Latin verse may be gathered from
the closing words of this hexameter, est non laudctbile cui nil.

3 In another poem Theodulf begs Queen Luitgard to send
him some oil of balsam, to enable him to compose and con-
secrate cream for chrism. We must suppose that Luitgard
had some special connexion with ports to which balsams
were brought.

Balsameum regina mihi transmitte liquorem,

Quo bene per populos ehrismatis unguen eat.
Inde seges crescet tibimet mereedis opimae
Christicoluin noinen cum dabit unguen idem.